LETTERS          FROM         LAUSANNE

speak of anything in particular. Only on going to
bed she said to me: " In truth, mamma, I do not
know whether I desire the snow to melt or to
hold." I did not answer her.

The snow melted; but they met afterwards as
before. Cecilia has, however, seemed to me a
trifle graver and more reserved. The waiting
woman is pretty, so is her mistress. I do not
know which of them was the cause of her imeasi-
ness; but, since that moment I have been afraid
that all this may become serious. I have not time
to say more to-day, but I will soon write to you
again.

LETTER IX
(The same)

You are very apprehensive over this Latin of
Cecilia's and it seems to weigh on your mind.

" Do you know Latin? " you ask. No; but my
father has told me a hundred times of his regret at
not having made me learn it. He spoke French
very well. He and my grandfather did not permit
me to speak it too badly, and that is what makes me
more fastidious than another. As to my daughter,
one perceives, when she writes, that she knows her
language, but she speaks sadly mcorre&ly. I let
her talk. I like her inelegancies, either because
they are hers, or because they are indeed pleasing,
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